








ut 
ing 
the 

is 
the 
rue 
gs 

be 
ey 
ors 
ely 


at 
rs, 
vho 
urn 
int, 
nay 
the 
ea 


Not 
this 
nd- 
ded 
, to 
cri- 
the 
our 
the 
tle. 
p of 
that 
of a 


T. 


late 
The 
ther 
ver, 
ons, 
RIGO 
ered 
rich 
» all 
ab of 
the 
Bill 
TIN’S 
one 
t the 


| 
| 














oa 


DecemBER 6, 1899.] 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 265 











Hoogren 


A HUNTING MORNING.—THE CURATE ‘IN CHARGE. 








ON THE CARDS. 


A Sketch in Common Form. 


Materfamilias. Now, dear, you must 


| give me a few minutes. You know what a 


mess you said I made of it when you left 
it to me last year. 

Paterfamilias. What are you talking 
about ? 
everything. 


Mater. lt’s very unkind of you to say 


so. But really on this occasion I must 
ask your advice. You see, you must order 
them so long in advance if you don’t want 
them delivered by about Easter. 
Pater. What are you talking about? 
Mater. Why, Christmas cards, of course. 


You generally make a mess of 


Pater. Don’t see any ‘‘ of course’’ in the 
matter. They are silly and superfluous. 

Mater. Not at all, dear. Besides, you 
know they give employment to heaps of 
people. And you know, too, that we 
should offend all our friends if we dropped 
it this year. Or perhaps they would say 
we couldn’t afford it, and that you were 
going into the Bankruptcy Court. 

Pater. Nice friends! 

Mater. Well, we are all alike, I suppose. 
And really we must be in the fashion. 
Now I have rather a nice idea. Why 
shouldn’t we have a photo of Spot? The 
dear dog would stop quite still if he knew 
some one was taking his portrait. 

Pater. But why give a picture of a fox- 
terrier? Do you want to sell him? 





Mater. Of course not. How amusing 
you are! Or shall we have a sketch of 
our house ? 

Pater. Most interesting ! 
sands of other houses ! 

Mater. Well, you might be standing on 
the door-step. 

Pater. Yes, and be taken for the rate- 
collector ! ‘ 

Mater. Then what shall we have? Last 
year I sent ‘‘ For auld lang syne,’’ and 
you said it was inappropriate. 
| Pater. Of course it was. Why, half our 
friends had quarrelled with us, and were 
|searcely on speaking terms, and the other 
| moiety were acquaintances of yesterday. 
Mater. Well, then we had better fall 
back upon ‘‘A Merry Christmas and a 
| Happy New Year.”’ [Agreed to. 


Like thou- 








NEEDLESS PRECAUTIONS. 


[‘*An American doctor propounds the theory that 

mental and cerebral diseases are infectious.’’ 
Westminster Gazette. ] 

Day by day with rapid strides 

Science on its road advances, 
Nothing from its searchlight hides, 

Nought can ’scape its piercing glances ; 
With its aid, no longer awed 

By disease that once would kill us, 
We can safely walk abroad, 

And defy the bad bacillus. 


Thus does therapeutic art 

Come with sage and kind devices ; 
Counsels us to set apart 

Victims of once dreaded phthisis ; 
That diphtheria may abate 

Healing anti-toxin offers, 
Bids us boldly vaccinate, 

Spite of conscientious scoffers. 


Onward still it hies, to works 
More abstruse and transcendental ; 
Proves that dire infection lurks 
In diseases purely mental, 
Shows the idiot may spread— 
And the lunatic outrageous— 
Their complaints from head to head, 
And that folly is contagious. 


Ah! but still for cures we wait 
From insanity’s infection, 
Prisons—fools to isolate, 
Cell—from madding crowds protection— | 
Yet from folly’s taint why run, 
And to dread diseases add it ? 
Probably it ’s ten to one 
That we have already had it. 
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**T say, OLD MAN, L’VE INVENTED A NEW DRINK. 
**WHAT’s IT MADE OF?” 
‘* WELL, IT’S SOMETHING 


LIKE 
7? 


WHISKY IN IT 


SUCCEss ! 


THE ORDINARY WHISKY AND SODA, BUT YOU PUT MORE 


SUITED TO AN HEIR. 


DEAR MR. PuncH,—I notice in one of your 
excellent contemporaries, that an adver- 
tiser makes the following announcement 
in a column reserved for matters of a 
purely commercial character— 

‘*In earnest. I wish to be heir partially 
or wholly to some rich person. A pay- 
ment on account desirable.’’ Then come 
the name and address. 

Now, my dear Sir, I am equally in 
earnest, and have the same desire. But 
I differ from my colleague in wishing to be 
wholly adopted. I haveasplendid record. 
I have been expelled from school, spent 
several months of enforced retirement in 
Portland, and am only on rare occasions | 
quite sober. 

I am—lI flatter myself—just the sort of 
person to be somebody’sheir. Thatsome- | 
body has a magnificent field for philan- 
thropy; I shall take a lot of reclaiming, | 
But think how beautiful—how entirely | 
satisfactory—it will be when I become an 
altered character. Yours truly, 

A THOROUGH Bab Lor, 





VOX ET PRATEREA NIHIL. 


[In a recent divorce suit, one of the reasons 
given by the lady for leaving her husband was that 
she could not stand his Welsh a ent.] 

I QUITTED home when I was young, 

—lIll-usage you, perchance, suspect — 

But no, ’twas thro’ my father’s tongue, 

He spoke in Scottish dialect! 


His kindliness had only served 
Affairs more hopelessly to boteh ; 
His softness made me grow reserved, 
—I never cared for butter-scotch. 


My mother, much attached to me, 
| Was Yankee-born, I must confess; 
How could she prove a certainty, 
Whose teaching was so full of ‘‘ guess ’’? 


Love’s messenger, in course of years, 
Seemed sent to grant my soul’s desire ; 

Then Saxon instinct roused my fears, 
And made me shun his Celtic fire. 


For Love should be without alloy, 

If one may trust to MUDIE’Ss tales, 
And could one ever view with joy 

A man whose accent echoed Wales ? 


Some foolish folk consult the stars; 
But I foretell from lips and throats, 
The vanity of rolling ‘* r’s,’ 
The levity. a lisp denotes. 


Let superficial people prize ; 
Cheap virtue, as their shallow choice, 
For me, the test of friendship lies 
In mere inflection of the voice! 


CoMF AND TRY IT.” 





——— 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


LYON PLAYFAIR, whose Memoirs and Correspondence (CASSELL) 
Sir Wemyss REID edits, was a rare combination of a professor 
Of 
encyclopedic knowledge, great tact, and much shewdness, he 
did well whatever fell to his hand. Like Lord JOHN RUSSELL, 
whom in other respects than that of build he resembled, 
he would have been quite ready, if invited, to take com- 
mand of the Channel Fleet. He did take charge of the Post 
Office, and in an evil moment for him stepped into the Chair of 
Committees of the House of Commons. That is a difficult post 
at the best of times. Poor PLAYFAIR was inducted at an epoch 
when the Irish Members, under Mr. PARNELL’S leadership and 
the inspiration of Mr. BIGGAR, were at the height of their fame. 


| They saw their opportunity with the genial erudite, perhaps 


a little pompous, chairman, and they made the most of it. 
Night after night there were scenes akin to that of a mis- | 
cellaneous pack of hungry street dogs worrying a well-to-do | 
terrier. The little ’un faced them pluckily, but in the end they 
were too many for him. Lyon PLAYFAIR never quite got over 
the wounds he received when seated at the table of the House 
of Commons. His lot was soothed by the affectionate friendship 
of all who knew him in private life, and was finally gilded bya 
peerage. But the scars remained. Sir WEMYSS REID has per- 
formed his new task with his accustomed skill, threading on a 
brief but comprehensive narrative the beads found among 
PLAYFAIR’S letters and his autobiographical notes. PLAYFAIR 
had a keen sense of humour even when he was himself the 
target. Writing to his wife (the third, for he was in all ways 
plucky), he refers to ‘‘the intensely witty papers $ Under the 
Clock’ which,’’ he with generous exaggeration says ‘ established 
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Shooting Tenant (a suspected enemy to the ‘‘ Sport of Kings”—to Huntsman, after a blank draw). ‘‘1’M suRE I DON’T KNOW WHERE 


MY FOXES CAN BE TO-DAY!” 


Huntsman. ‘‘ Dunno, Str. UNLEsS youR PHEASANTS ’AVE ATE EM UP!’ 








the World.’’ ‘‘ Once,’’ he adds, ‘‘ Ispoke from below the gang- 
way, sometimes addressing the Government which I was opposing, 
sometimes turning round to the Irish members behind me. The 
World wittily remarked ‘this little ‘man, midway between 
England and Ireland, looked like the Isle of Man lecturing 
Great Britain and Ireland.’’’ Our ToBy, M.P., knows something 
of the authorship of ‘‘ Under the Clock.’’ Thus do giants gird 
ateach other in the matter of inches. 

A Winter in Berlin (ARNOLD), by MARIE VON BUNSEN, is a 
gossipy record of six months spent in German Court circles by 
the Countess ZACHOW and her children in the days of the present | 
Kaiser’s grandfather. The main theme—the disappointment of | 
an ambitious woman, and her individual loneliness amongst the | 
gaieties of State functions—is treated with a fairly effective | 
sense of contrast, and there is an excellent but too brief peep | 
at BISMARCK in the Reichstag. The book reads like original | 
English, which is high praise for Mrs. DUGDALE’s translation. | 

One of the Baron’s Assistants makes the following report to his | 
chief :—I wish to commend to you, and to all Punch readers, in | 
the very warmest terms The Don and the Undergraduate, by 
W. E. W. CoLLins (WM. BLACKWooD & Sons). The name of Mr. 
COLLINS is new to me in the ranks of authors, and I incline to 
think that this is his first attempt atastory. This belief is created 
in part by the unjaded freshness of the style in which Mr. 
COLLINS deals with subjects old as the world itself—friendship, 
self-sacrifice, honour, manliness, and love. It is a simplestory, 
and here and there I find little crudities in the telling of it— 
first-effort crudities let us call them. But the right stuff is in 
Mr. COLLINS, and he deals it out to us in no niggardly measure 
in The Don and the Undergraduate. 

Quite a splendid character, says my Junior Baronitess, is the 
heroine of A Queen Among Girls, by ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS. 
Her devotion to her timid and sensitive little brother is 
charming, and they make a most interesting couple. Princess 
of Hearts, by SHEILA E. BRAINE. Here is quite a new fairy 
story that will be thoroughly appreciated by Punchlings. 
ALICE B. WoopWARD’s numerous clever illustrations will help 
to introduce them to the queer folk who are the subjects of 
this interesting fairy adventure. A Queen and Princess both 








from the House of BLACKIE & Son. 
Above the insistent noise of much military doggrel, whose 


generous purpose is its one apology, suddenly sounds, says 
my Nautical Retainer, the unmistakable note of genius. In the 
Paolo and Francesca of my friend Mr. STEPHEN PHILLIPS (JOHN 
LANE), Poetry is justified of at least one that wears her unofficial 
bays. ‘‘Commissioned by Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER’’—for it 
seems that the days of literary patronage are not yet dead !—it 
fulfils, as no great poem of our day has yet fulfilled, the primary 
demands of a stage-play; being a poetic drama rather than a 
dramatic poem. I know no work of modern times, no actor’s 
drama of any age, that better combines the passion and glamour 
of Romance, with the restraint of Classic traditions. Happy 
ALEXANDER, who has so fair a new world to conquer! 

A charming book is Mrs. ALICE MAYNELL’s The Flower of the 
Mind (GRANT RICHARDS). An excellent travelling companion for 
daytime. From this point of view, half the collection, in print 
of double the size, would have been preferable. 

THE BARON DE B.-W. 








A PROPHET OF PROFITS. 


[A year ago Mr. Rircure prophesied a speedy preponderance of our 
exports over imports. In the ten months of the present year, the former 
have increased by £18,000,000. ] 

A THRILL of triumph does not come 
To every Englishman who learns 
Of his commercial greatness : some 
Are only bored with Trade Returns, 
And think it is a false, false profit 
If they themselves get nothing of it. 


But after all, why be distressed 
If their concern is somewhat small ? 
What would they know of interest 
Who have so little capital, 
Nor line the pockets of their breeches 
With any of this wealth of RITCHIE’s? 








A GEM OF AN OLD PLAY BROUGHT STRAIGHT Up TO DATE.— 
The Boers’ stratagem. 
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| OF THE INFERIOR SEX WHO VOLUNTEERED TO UMPIRE SOON DISCOVERED HIS OFFICE WAS NO SINECURE. 











THE BOOK OF BEAUTY. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Depreciator.) 

A GREAT THOUGHT FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR. 
IN MONTHLY PARTs. 
I.—THE M-R-E C-R-LLI SECTION. 

DECEMBER IsT.—Surely there is Something, if we could but find 
out what it is. O unfathomable deeps! 

2ND.—Man, as distinguished from woman, is a beast that 
flourishes like the gourd, or mushroom, having the fungus-seeds 
of decay in his very vitals. 

3RD.—Each of our actions, however seemingly trivial, is a 
link in the chain of moral and physical evolution. Try to rise 
from your bed without having first lain down, and you will 
discover, all too late, how indispensable is the value of the 
missing link. 

4TH.—Methinks that we whom the gods hold dear are not the 
last to die. And what, indeed, were their immortal existence if 
reft of love? ‘Twere as a Hamlet-play without the essential 
pervading Spirit. 

5TH.—Man glories in titles. A woman is content with Genius. 

6TH.—What is this tiny terrestrial ball as compared with the 
vast invisible Universe? It is a mote, a bubble, a gnat in the 
Great Inane. 





7TH.—Oggi! Oggi! ery the ice-cream wayfarers from far Cam- | 


panian hills. To-day! To-day! 
precisely like the present. 
to be. 

8TH.—It is the curse of existence that we are compelled to 
keep silence. The heart’s blood pulses, yet we must hide it 
from the crowd. So great is the numbing, stifling influence of 
convention. How seldom can we be ourselves ! 

9TH.—{Grouse shooting ends.] Man prides himself on his love 
of sport. Yet his dearest delight is to trap the confiding heart 
of woman, to break the wing of her Ideality. He rears her, like 
. wild partridge, for the manly amusement of blighting her 
veauty. 

10TH.—What is the Good ? 


How true! There is no time 
The past is over; the future yet 


And what is the Beautiful? Who 


lean say? All we know is that both terms are synonymous, the | 
one quite as much as the other. | 
11TH.—Science is but the confession of man’s ignorance. Art, | 
with a few exceptions, is the effort of woman, everywhere 
clogged and thwarted, to express herself. 
12TH.—The mighty Ocean may run dry in the far-off to-be; | 
but the welling tears of Beelzebub fiow on for ever. 
13TH.—If we could only understand all mysteries, then the 
Ultimate Cause would become plain to the intelligence of the 
meanest critic. 
14TH.—We are as swimmers, cast upon the dilemma-horns of 
two swift currents. Each stroke for the True bears us upward | 
and onward; each surmounted rung of the ladder makes the | 
next but easier, especially if we bear others with us. 
15TH.—Is there not in us women an infinite capacity for the 
Transcendent? Touch that slumbering molecule with the right 
spark, and a heavenly flame shoots up, beaconing the mariner | 
to port. 
16TH.—What is it, that ethereal essence which permeates 
our mortal frame to the finger-tips, and colours our daily 
existence as with rainbow-hues? Is it a conundrum? Go to! 
| Know thyself ! | 
17TH.—It is not the frank, glaring vulgarity of the masses 
which sets a furrowed frown upon the stern forehead of the 
Thinker. Rather it is the enervating Hedonism of the epicurean 
|aristocrat, that insidious poison which slowly undermines 
society. 
18TH.—When woman rises to her true stature, and shakes off | 
the strangulation-gripe of the harem, she is said to be | 
** unsexed.”’ | 
19TH.—What avails it to throw the jewels of Genius to a| ? 
swinish public, when the aforesaid herd loves best to wallow in 
an olla-podrida of filthy rags ? : 
| 20TH.—The age is ennuyé. It has grown tired of the wise, 
pure, poetic ideals of Greece and Rome. The day-dreams of 
a SAPPHO or a JUVENAL are accounted less piquant than the ugly | 
facts of an Old Kent Road. Who was it that said, 0 Tempora? 
and, again, O Mores? ; : 
| 2ist.—Nous avons soif! It is the cry of humanity, peering 
‘into the unsearchable wells of Truth. ‘‘ Who, who,”’ it asks, 
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like the Danaids of yore, ‘“‘has put a rift within the bucket? 
We would drink! Nous avons soif!’’ 
22npD.—What is criticism? It is the earth-serpent Jealousy, 
| that goes upon its belly, leaving-a slimy trail upon the springing 
Tree of Knowledge to which it may never hope to climb. 
28rp.—Platitudes appeal to the Vulgar. Yet their value 
depends upon the worth of the author. If she be one of those 
divine few to whom it is given to understand, as by instinct, 
the Mighty Unrevealed, the most simple of her utterances has 
all the force of a Sibylline oracle; nay, of the very silence of 
the Sphinx. 
24TH.—What a terrible gift is this, of unerring insight! To 
read Sham at a glance: to dive beneath the white-wash of 
Superficiality: to recognise, as the outside critic never can, 
the limits of one’s own creations; all this is to feel the 
| exquisite torture of an archangel temporarily confined in an 
| earthly pig-sty. : ws 
25TH.—Noél! What thoughts, what emotions the little word 
awakes! It is the French for Christmas! 
26TH.—[Boxing-Day.] Truly at this festal season the meanness 
| of man stands revealed in itstruecolours. The year-long service 
| which we took to be the outward token of the heart's fidelity, 
is now proved to have a base guerdon for its goal. A mercen- 
| ary world, my masters ! 
| 77TH.—Listen, I say; to the pure, sweet, passionate idylls of 
| the birds! Is there not a tacit reproach in the lyric of the lark? 
Does not the psean of the bull-finch make you blush? They do 
| not throttle one another in a sordid struggle on the Stock 
Exchange; or mar the beauty of creation with petty theories 
of Science, so-called. 
28TH.—[{Innocents’ Day.] There are still some, naming them- 
selves men, who keep woman in swaddling-clothes. And when, 
like an infant Hercules, she throws off this puerile yoke, there are 
critics who out-Herod HEROD in a lurid desire to have her life’s 
blood trickling from their poisoned pens. 
29TH.—You ask me why I am so modest. No great Artist 
| regards her work as her own. She is but the inspired medium. 
| And when her labour attains fruition it passes from her posses- 
| sion and becomes the heritage of all time. She may admire it 
| with whole heart ; but only as one of the crowd, the unnumbered 
| atoms of humanity. 
| 80TH.—The year, not less than the month, the week, the day, 


outlive the Eternal. 
81st.—[Dog Licences Expire.] A dog has more honesty and 
good faith than a man. That is why we pay an annual penalty 
| for keeping dogs. Yet you may shelter a man-tyrant under 
| your roof, and pay nothing for the privilege, except in hot, 
indignant tears, wrung from you by vile oppression and the 
| viler counterfeit of love. 








LORD RUSSELL OF KILLOWEN is sitting for his portrait to Mr. 
SARGENT, R.A. The Lord Chief is in his robes with chain of 
office. Mr. SARGENT, who might for this legal work have been 
made a Sargent-at-law, had not that dignity been abolished, 
says that no matter how foggy or how dark the day, he can 
always see to paint this picture, as the brilliant chain is so full 
of links. 


LOVER’S LANGUAGE. — How much better is French than 
English! The Briton says to his girl, ‘‘I love you!’’ and love 
divides ‘‘I’’ from ‘‘ you’’; in fact, it is love Jost between them. 
But the Frenchman says, ‘‘ Je t’aime!’’ ‘‘I thee love!’’ The 
lovers come together, ‘‘1’’ and ‘‘ thou,’’ and love is the conse- 
quence. What more natural? ‘‘1’’ close to ‘‘thee’’ and love 
follows, of course. Certainly, so far, french has a decided 
advantage over english. 


SUITABLE Spots.—Hounslow—for plodding packs ; Hunger-ford 


—for starving persons ; Hunt-spill—for timid riders ; Hyde—for | 


absconding debtors; Knaphill—for cardplayers; Land-rake— 
for gardeners ; Laycock—for poultry-yard freaks; Leatherhead 
—for tanners ; Leeds—for star actors and actresses; Leek—for 


| owners of rotten ships; Liverpool—for bilious bathers ; Lut-on 


—for marauding soldiers ; Lyme—for mortar makers ; March— 
for obedient soldiers; Mar-low—for impecunious mothers ; 
Morebath—for unclean folk. 





must eventually pass and be no more. The Temporal can never | 


| 
} 


| 
| 





| 


| 
| 
| 


| 





Occupier (to aggravatingly absent-minded Rate Collector, who persists in 
calling for Rates due from late Tenant, deceased six months). ‘*Ou— 
STILL DEAD!” [Bangs door and retires. 








THE DISTRACTED MENDICANT. 


of Il Mendicante Distratto. 
received the following letter, bearing an Italian postmark :— 


Al Illustrissimo Signor Punch. 


SIGNORE,—Many years it makes that I study the English 
language, and I comprehend her perfectly, until I rencounter 
a poem of your excellent compositor RUDGARDO KIPLINO, who 
cannot to write the his native tongue, but that of the canaglia, 
impossible to interpret. I permit myself, therefore, to re- 
write two of his stanzas, to be more intelligible to the noble 
| English people. 
| When you ’ve cried out ‘‘ Govern Britain ’’—when you 've sung 
**God help the Queen ’’— 





When you ’ve wholly swallowed KROGER with your mouth— 
| Will you drop a buona mano in my little tambourine, 
For a mister who is—hark ye—ordered South ? 
| He ’s a mendicant distracted, and his feebleness is great 
| But we and PAUL must catch him when we find him— 
| He’s actually a servant, wiping something off a plate 
And he ’s left s little lottery behind him ! . 


| And it’s more than rather likely there ’s a goat; 
They ’ll place their twinkling bedposts up a spout or ev’n a 
flue, 
*Cause the man that begs the alms is now afloat. 
| He ’s an inattentive mendicant, and may forget it all, 
| But we would not have his little goats remind him 
| That we sent them to the cookhouse while their daddy butted 
PAUL, 
So we ’ll help the kids that BILLY ’s ieft behind him! 


SIGNS OF THE TIMES.—A Correspondent points out that the | Ecco! It is now comprehensible to the humblest intellect, 


just now. 


postman—always a civil servant—is becoming excessively polite | at least to your most humble servitor, 


ASSAI CHI SA. 


A WELL-KNOWN poem is now spoken of in Italy under the title | 
In confirmation of this, we have | 


| There are families of thousands in a rent house falling through, 
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Village Doctor. ‘‘ AND WHAT DO YOU INTEND TO MAKE OF THIS LITTLE MAN, Mrs. BRISKET?” 
Proud Mother. ‘‘ BuTcuHer, Sir. ’E’s BOUND To BE A BuTcHER. WHY, ’E’S THAT FOND 0’ ANIMALS, WE CAN 'ARDLY KEEP 'IM 
OUT 0’ THE SLAUGHTER-’OUSE !”’ 
































AD PUNCHIUM. He yet can dedicate to me Though just, I do not court the fall 
Some fractions of a column. That came to Aristides. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Vagrant.) He does not swear I draw my pay No boasting suits my lowly plan, 
(** Sunt quibus in satira videor nimis acer.”’) From i tpn — ; , And, since ‘pe io fret me, 
— j en But still he has no good to say mean to end as I began, 
’ aed, <=. hey ng a aes Of Mr. Punch’s Vagrant. If Mr. Punch will let me. 
While quite a crowd, I fancy, deems Then HuGH PRICcE-H., a man of views, 
Your humble —"< a — You'll find that he expresses OSMAN DIGNA. 
Quot homines—you know the rest : A simple wonder why the Hughes ia i lai iiicacaia Ri as il 
I claim no extra chance, Sir, | Son print my poor MSS. ¥ ot bation Lord Rosson} nee 
Content to do my level best, Their sentiments, by him disowned, . : ih 
And let my readers answer. He clearly thinks infernal, W -_ far away = foemen lay 
P ™ — ; "7 e was a very hero; 
I get my full alarm’s worth — . ’ 5 sn His courage fell to zero ; 
By reading all the threats and jeers Condemned to bear this paltry scourge, | To lead the rear and leave the van 
| That fill my daily H-RMsW-RTH. To have my views refuted ; He needed no persuasion, 
| On foreign foes behold him dance ; To see each argument I urge That very cunning, 
| His rage I’m almost shocked at Decried, denounced, disputed, Swiftly running, 
| Whene’er he shapes the French and| _ {[ still believe, though often tapped, Sirdar-shunning 
France That taps can never hurt you, Gentleman, 
| ‘To fit a small-sized cocked hat. And thus emerge securely wrapped, The master of evasion. 
| If Russia fashions crafty schemes, pchatchscnmedraine inser And when his less retiring friends 
| Great Zeus, it makes his gall come :— Beyond my modicum of pelf Rushed out to battle gory 
| ‘* Wake, England, wake,”’ he cries, ‘‘ from | I seek no costly guerdon, Resolved to meet heroic ends 
dreams, | Some folks I please—I please myself— Upon the field of glory 
And then—why let ’em all come."’ By no ambition spurred on. He never sought. to emulate 
As to the Dutch, who still pro tem. | Let H-RMSW-RTH be by all men famed, Their deeds on the cocasion 
Seem fairly lively Boers, Sir, Court-guided, Burked, Debreited, That unobtrasive 3 
Each morning he has wiped with them But let me be nor caught nor tamed inconclusive. —- 
The editorial floor, Sir. When he is baro-netted. Most delusive 
Now though the earth he holds in-fee— I never claimed to be at all Potentate, 
A fact that makes him solemn— | Infallible—quid rides ? The master of evasion. 
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‘‘Now, GIRLS, WHY DID YOU STOP PLAYING WHEN YOU HEARD MY Foorsreps 
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They. “Ou, WE THOUGHT It WAS 4 May!” 








FORGIVE AND FORGET. 
(A Street Study.) 

ARGUMENT.—A middle-aged man, while crossing the street, has 
been knocked over by a youth on a bicycle, upsetting the 
bicyclist at the same time. A humane passer by has rushed to 
the relief of the pedestrian, helped him up, found his tall hat 
for him and put it on his head, and piloted him to the pave- 
ment, whither they have been followed by the youth, who is 
unhurt but apprehensive. A crowd collects instantly, as 
usual. Whether owing to the concussion or to some earlier 
cause, the sufferer exhibits all the symptons of advanced 
intoxication; he keeps a tight hold of his benefactor’s arm, 
and surveys the crowd with an owlish reticence. 

The Benefactor (encouragingly, as he dusts the sufferer behind). 
There, you're all right, youknow ! Buck up! No bones broke, eh ? 

The Crowd. Is he much ’urt, d’yer know?... Where did it 
ketch ’im?... ’Ow did it ’appen? &c. 

The Sufferer (with guarded importance). Thash my bishness. 
...Isha’n’t shay anything till I shee P’lishman... . Fetch 
P’lishman. [A Constable arrives opportunely. 

Constable (impassive and impartial). Now then, what’s the 
matter ’ere ? 

Suf. I’ve complaint-a-make. Sherious complaint. I was 
shimply croshing-a-shtreet in character of ornary unoffendin’ 
pedeshtrian—— [He pauses dreamily. 

Const. (magisterially). Well, you were crossing the street— 
and what ’appened ? 

Suff. Why, feilow on c’founded bishycle bowled me over li’ a 
beashly ninepin ! 

_The Benef. (as ‘amicus curie’’). It was quite an accident. 

Nobody’s fault. 

Suff. Noborry’s fault! Mean tell me shimple ornary pedesh- 
trian isn’t titled crosh shtreet ’thout bein’ treated as beashly 
ninepin! I know th’ Law berrer ’n that. 

Const. Well, Sir, what do you want me to do? Take the 
man's name and address ? 

8uff. (with decision). Mosh shirrinly. (Turning on the Bene- 
factor.) Whash your name and address ? 

The Benef. (astounded). Mine? Why? What have I done ? 





Suff. Done? Weren’ you man knocked me down? 
|Sensation in crowd, some of whom had had their suspicions of 
the Benefactor from the first. ° 
The Ben. Rats! 1’m the man who picked you up! 
Suff. (pleased at his own sharpness). If you hadn’ knocked me 
down, you courr’n’ ha’ picked me up. 
Voices in Crowd. No, no, it wasn’t ’im, it was this lad ’ere. 


[The speakers push forward the youth in a state of extreme 


pallor and anxiety ; reaction in rest of crowd. 








Suff. Well, I wan’ sharrisfaction out 0’ shomebody. Don’ care 


who ’tis. 

Const. Are you ‘urt, Sir? 

Suff. (indignant and insulted). 
No! Norra parricle! I’mall ri’. 
Const. Do you want me to take this lad’s name and address ? 

Suff. Wha’ for ? Const. Police Court. 

Suff. Shirrnly not. Don’ want get anybody into trouble ’f any 
sortorkind ! 

Const. Very well, then. (Addressing the youth.) Here, you be 
off with that bike, instead o’ collecting a crowd ’ere. (As if he 
had been collecting it as a connoisseur.) Get along, will yer? 

[The youth, who desires nothing better, mounts, and rides off 
relieved. 

Suff. (who seems to consider that his magnanimity has not been 
as highly appreciated as it deserves—to the crowd). I can’t shtan’ 
gerrin’ anybody into trouble—isn’ that ri’ ? 

Crowd (without enthusiasm). That’s right enough, guv’nor. 

Suff. (still yearning for approbation—to the Constable). Didn’ 
I do ri’, P’lishman ? 

Const. (unimpressed). I’m sure I dunno. 
—that ’s the best place for you. 

Suff. Thash a very shensible remark. Home ish besht plashe 
—if I e’n on’y r’member where itsh got to. Ash for you—(here 
he turns once more upon his unfortunate Benefactor)—all I c’n say 
to you is thish! I've let you off thish once—lerrit be a leshon to 
you. Nexsht time you knock shomebody over, he may be torally 
diff’ren’ short o’ man to me, and you'll gerrinto trouble. 

[He walks off with an air of ineffable nobility. 

The Ben. (looking after him, stupefied), Well, 1 am—— 


Me? Hurt! Wha’ d’ye mean ? 


You get along ’ome 


[Scene closes, just in time. 
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| READY MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS); OR, GIVING ’EM FITS! 


Le Avia ( 
Ywe you aFRL 
sll 


Arms For Dr.(ep) Leys. No, I BEG pArpoN! Dr. LeEyps. 


Arms: Quarterly : Ist, Under a spreading lie-lac tree of Brussels on the Sproujt proper a 
well of Truth at present occupied by a young person masquerading under that name ; 2nd, On 
a ground semée of bullets, under a veil of mendacity fibriated in tissue, embroidered bruxellois 
for “ insertion,” a sanglier or fighting boar raidant and embattled, armed bristly to the teeth, 
gripped countered and reflexed by a lion tardy on the paws, and strenuously hammered back 
martellois to the bordure ; 3rd, A false-hooded or bare-faced South African gibbon of history, 
daly galy on the garble, ananiant saphirant to the last, chroniclant in fraud the rise of a motley 
Dutch Republic, and not the Decline to Fall of the Wholly British Empire ; 4th, A flight proper 
of new-leyd belgian canards arriving quacky in large capitals, charged under the wings for 
bacque-chiche with billets-de-banque proper. (Motto: “Given away with several pounds of 
£-s.d.”) Over all, on an escutcheon of pretence, sinister, a human hand nailed to the counter 
holding a pen of calumny doctored taradidulée to taste ; dexter, a similar hand drippant or 
into a forest of oil-bearing journalistic palms itchant on the continent. (Motto: “ Zire 
perennius!”—‘ Unlimited brass!) Crest: A boar agent transvaalois, disseminant of 
whoppers, ensconced proper in clover, charged on the hop with a long-bow of romance flexed 
to the verge of fracture, and a hatchet of effrontery slung proper in advance. (Motto: “No 
ocean-cable is as deep as I.”) Supporters: Dexter, a parisian quill-driver of the boulevards, 
intransigeant in anglophobia, dansetté gloatant in delirium over mythical reverses ; Sinister, on 
equally slender ground, a similarly misguided muscovite of the press, rampant in enmity, with 


you weren't married to him.¥ If you had | 
been you wouldn’t be able to forgive him 
so easily. (The W. D. quacks dismally.) | 
My dear, you may say what yoa like, bnt 
when she comes‘here I sha’n’t speak to the | 
creature. 

The Cuckoo. Hush. Here she is. 
[The door of the Cage opens, and a large | 

feminine hand thrusts through it a very 
yellow Canary wearing a hat of obvious | 
disreputability. 

The W. H. The Saffron robe, too! 

[Sniffs melodramatically, | 

The W. D. Steady, old-Pal. 

The W. H. (haughtily, to the new comer), | 
| Well, who are you? | 
| The Canary (mincing). I'm a silly little 
| domestic bird who thought she didn’t like | 

her cage, and went outside into the big 
world for a change. But everybody 
| pecked at her in the big world, and now 
| she ’s glad to be in a cage again. 
| The W. H. Little minx! 
| The Canary. I’m not a minx really. 
I’m only silly. Perhaps you don’t like my 
manner? It’s Japanese. I’ve been in 
Japan till quite lately, and I haven’t com- 
pletely got rid of it. (Looking round.) 
But where ’s my husband ? 

The Cuckoo (maliciously). 
don’t live in cages. 

The Canary. Poor things! I suppose not. 
They must be dreadfully unprotected out 
in the world. Mustn’t they ? 

The W. H. Idiot! 

The Canary. I beg your pardon? (A 
pause ; she prattleson.) Now Ladore cages, 
especially if they are gilded. I thought 
I didn’t, but I do. 

The W. H. (rudely). Who are you? 

The Canary. My husband is*'‘a 'stock- 
broker, a fat stockbroker, in West Ken- 
sington. So I left him. 

The W. D. Poor child. 
Idealist, too. 





Husbands 


So you were an 











teeth fully displayed. (Second Motto: ‘ 
my name !”’) 


‘Concordant nomine facta !| "—‘“ My deeds agree with 





THE BIRDS. 

(A Comedy—not by Aristophanes—suggested 
by the production of ‘‘ The Canary”’ at 
the Prince of Wales's.) 

SceneE—A large bird-cage of gilded wire. 
The only occupants are a Wild Duck, 


apparently moulting, a Weather Hen 
and a Cuckoo with disordered plumage. 


The Weather Hen (excitedly). It’s too 
bad. There’s another Bird on the London 
stage. 

The W. D. (dramatically). ‘‘ The circles 
are narrowing.”’ 

The W. H. I protest against it. You're 
all right, of course, because you ’re IBSEN, 
and when I was put on last Summer I was 
welcomed at once, and the Cuckoo was 
from the French. But now there’s a 

| ‘Grey Parrot’’ at the Strand, and a 


‘*Canary’’ at the Prince of Wales's, and 





if we don’t look out, we shall be crowded 
off our perches. 

The Cuckoo. A Canary ? 

The W. H. Yes, a vulgar little thing, 
overdressed and underbred. Quite an 
impossible creature. 

The Cuckoo. Well, well. 
the best of it. | 

The W. H. The worst of it, you mean. 
I intend to make myself thoroughly 
disagreeable. [ shall cut her. After 
all she doesn’t belong to our set. She’s 
Farce. 








We must make | 


GR Hates 

The W. D. We mustn’t be unkind. THE LATEST (H)ENTERPRISE. 

The W. H. That’s your ridiculous Ideal-| The British Hen (indignant). “ Fresn Eces, 
ism. You always did allow yourself to be | INDEED! WHAT ’s THE MATTER WITH MINE! 
put upon. You let GREGERS WERLE treat 
you shamefully. 

The W. D. Poor GREGERS. 

The W. H. Poor GREGERS! 


[Fresh eggs are now en route from Australia. | 

| One steamer has half a million on board. If they 

arrive fresh, regular cargoes of Australian eggs are | 
promised.” —Daily Paper. | 


[Sighs. 
But there, 
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: The Canary. I thought so. I thought I 
.) wanted the free air and SHELLEY’S poems, 
it and to live on an island like Paul and 
e Virginia. But I was quite wrong. 
The Cuckoo. Of course. 
The Canary (patiently). As I was saying, 
e | |] was quite wrong. I went to a friend, a 
7 | pachelor friend, who lived in Great Port- 
is | | land Street. He was young and romantic, 
| and I asked him to fly with me. But he 
wouldn’t. He said he couldn’t afford it. 
y. | Besides, he couldn’t leave his Geyser 
ca Bath. And he had a dreadful landlady, 
). and was having a bloater for breakfast! 
| lt was a terrible disillusionment. 
le The W. D. Poor child, poor child! 
e | The W. H. What did you do then? 
o | The Canary (simply). 1 went on to another | 
iy | friend who lived in St. John’s Wood. I} 
w | thought he was a bachelor, too. He wrote 
short stories for the magazines. I had put | 
on my smartest yellow frock, and was | 
°. | wearing this hat with white feathers. It 
Vv was very expensive. And I carried my 
in jewels in a hand-bag. 
n- The W. H. (growing interested). That was 
.) not very prudent of you,—the hat I mean, 
not the hand-bag. One should always 
ls carry a hand-bag when one runs away 
from one’s husband. I did it myself. But 
t. one should dress very simply. 
ut The Canary. It’s a beautiful hat. It cost 
ten guineas. 
The Cuckoo (shocked). Ten guineas! 
(A The Canary. Yes. When I got to the 
S, other man’s house I found he was married 
ht already to a dreadfully vulgar woman, and 
had two children. It was a great blow. 
The W. H. What did the wife say? 
ke | The Canary. She didn’t like it at all,— 
n- the hat I mean. In fact, she couldn’t bear 
my clothes. I suppose I ought to have 
in dressed more simply, as you say. 
The W. H. I’m sure of that. 


The Cuckoo. What happened then ? 
The Canary. Oh, then my husband came. 
He had followed me. So as one of my 
| friends couldn’t leave his wife, and the 
other couldn't leave his Geyser Bath, I 
| consented to return to him. On the 
whole, I am rather glad. He at least 
admired my clothes. 
j The Cuckoo (sardonically). Husbands 
| have no taste ! 
The Canary. So we had a reconciliation, 
| and.1 said what was proper about a wife’s 
place being by her husband’s side, and the 
gallery applauded. 
The Cuckoo. A vulgar conclusion to a 
vulgar episode ! 
The W. H. You ought to have gone on 





Tommy (who has just heard his Unele read the war news with very strong interjectional comments). 
‘“*Let’s PLAY Borrs, DororHy—you HOLD UP A WHITE FLAG, AND I’LL say Dam!” 

















| the stage, as I did, armed only with a AN ENCORE VERSE FOR THE KIPLING’S SONG. 
| well-thumbed copy of SHAKSPEARE. Then WHEN you ’ve smoked your choice Havana, your Burmah, or your Bock, 
you would have had acareer. (The Canary When you’ve done with knocking ashes out your briar. 
| shudders.) But there—I’m afraid you've Will you fill a box with ’baccy if you ’ve got a laid-in stock 
no brains. : For a smoker who will smoke it under fire ? 
The W. D. (sadly). You ought to have He’s a casual kind of smoker and will smoke 'most any brand | 
| Shot yourself, as I did, and died patheti- That we or PAUL may chance to be inclined to. 
cally up stage amid the tears of the As he started in a hurry when he left his native land, 
audience. But, my dear, I’m afraid He’s afraid he left his ’baccy pipe behind too. 


you ’ve no heart. 

The Canary (fluttering contentedly). 
That’s just it. How clever you both are. 
I’ve no brains and no heart. I neither 
think nor feel. Perhaps’ that's why the 
play was stupid. But I’m back in a cage 


Clay pipe, briar pipe, pipe with a colouring bowl, 

Though you send ten thousand pipes you won’t have sent enough, 
Unless you send some ‘‘ Navy cut ’’ or even some “‘ Irish roll,’’ 

To fill the pipes for ToMMy’s smoke, and he’ll puff, puff, puff ! 











GS. now, thank goodness, and whenawoman’s| FROM AN EGGREGIOUSLY ADDLED CORRESPONDENT.—Dear Mr. Punch,—I cull the fol- 
sy" as silly as I am, there’s nothing like a| lowing from a daily paper :—‘‘ Amongst a number of eggs recently imported from 
, is there ? | Canada, one was found to have inscribed upon it an advertisement for a wife from the 


sent. The Wild Duck quacks funereally | should a couple by these means be joined together as yolk-fellows in wedlock, they will 
to the same effect. The Cuckoo hoots | furnish a fresh instance of the aptness of the French definition of love as ‘‘ l’eggoisme 
joyously, and the curtain falls. & deux.’’ This, surely, is advertising par eggshellence. 






lia. fr. ; : 
“ | The Weather Hen barks an impatient as-| farm hand who packed them.” It is always interesting to trace a romanceab ovo, and 
| 
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Jeames. *’Utto, CHAWLEs! 
MARRIED your LitTLE Lor yet?” 

Chawles. *‘LOVE YER, NO. THIS "LL 
WHAT WITH ONE THING AN’ ANOTHER, 





BACK AGAIN 


BE ouR SrxtrH SEASON, TOO. 
WE 'RE GETTIN’ FAIR DESPRIT !” 


Show hin, stiff and stuffed and dead, 
Lustreless, its beauty fled, 
What was once a living thing, 


Bright of eye and fleet of wing. 

Ah, rejoice that thine the skill, 
Quick to mark and sure to kill, 
That made of this bright denizen 
Of God’s own woods—a specimen ! 








A SONG OF A BUTTON. 
(By the Mere Man.) 


WITH fingers awkward and big 
(Long past the hour for bed), 
| A mere man handles a needle keen 
Which it ’s taken him hours to thread— 
F | Work! Work! Work! 
| For work he is truly a glutton. 
a Tis his first attempt—yet he does not 





shirk— 
Ei He is trying to sew on a button ! 


| With fingers weary and worn 
(The dawn is rising red), 
A mere man toils in a piteous way, 
Still plying his needle and thread— 
Prick! Prick! Prick! 
| And he murmurs (I think) ‘‘ Tut! Tut!’’ on 
The needle invading his finger-nail’s 
| quick, 
|As it comes with a jerk through the 
button ! 


With fingers ragged and sore 
(The sun shines bright o’er head), 

A mere man wearily puts away 
His troublesome needle and thread— 

Stitch! Stitch! Stitch! 

He has struggled with eyes half-shut on, 
But his spirits are yards above concert 

piteh— 

By Jove, he has sewn on a button! 
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AIN'T YoU 


VERY EXCLUSIVE.—Hippopotamus at Zoo | 
(reading paper). What! diving horses at 
the Crystal Palace! No relations of mine 
I can assure you, my dear Elephant. In 
fact, I think I shall apply for an injunction. 


AT NIcE FOR THE WINTER! 


An’ I TELL YER, 











VANDAL OF THE CHASE, 


shire.”"—Darly Paper.] 
VANDAL! up and seize your gun! 
Something hovers there ! 
Lo! it glitters in the sun— 
Tis a bird—no common one— 
Swiftly, Vandal! up and run! 
It is something rare. 

Though you know not what it be, 
Shall that stay you? What? 
Wait to think while it flies free ? 

Such is not the way with thee. 
Shoot it first and then we'll see— 
Bang !—a pretty shot! 


Feast your eyes upon the prize, 
Vandal of the chase ! 

Haply this poor thing, that cries 

In its agony and flies 

Bleeding to the thicket, dies 
Last of all its race. 

Ah, rejoice that it was you 

That the pretty creature slew ! 

Rejoice that eye of man no more 


A thing of beauty and delight. 


And should any one declare 


Point exultant to this case, 
Vandal of the chase ! 





{A honey-buzzard has been shot in Lincoln- 


Shall watch it circle, wheel and soar, 
And mark with joy its graceful flight, 


*Twere shame to kill a thing so rare, 
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ADVANCE, BIRMINGHAM ! 


Remnant of an ancient frieze (¢emp. Early Birmingham), 2 to represent # Birmingham 
man at a bear or boar hunt. Probably the work of Williams of wood, illustrating the aphorism of 
Joseph de Highbury (cirea 29th Nov. mpcccxcrx.), “T do not like to divide the skin before we have 
caught the bear.’ “(Inscription doubtful: for “bear ’’ read “boer.’”) A superb design on Imperial lines. | : 








